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TIDDLE DE WINKS 


Said Smile-Ups, ““What a day it is, ’tis raining, and I know 
That this is now considered the time to make things grow. 
I'd like to plant a Sunbeam, if I can e’er get out, 
And, then I'll sit here watching till Beam begins to sprout. 
No, not a bean, a Beam, I said, so listen unto me. 
A Beam is made of golden light, and colors, don’t you see. 


It flutters all about you, it spreads its light afar, 

And, oh, how it delights you, tis like a gleaming star! 

It makes the world quite happy, it cheers the weeping folk, 

It makes you sing and clap your hands as though you heard 
a joke. 

Now, let us plant a Sunbeam, for planting time ‘is here, 

And, while you plant keep smiling, and blessed will be your 
year. 
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THE LITTLE CHILD I USED TO BE 
““When to the garden of untroubled thought 


I came of late and saw the open door, 

And wished again to enter, and explore 

The sweet, wild ways with stainless bloom inwrought, 
And bowers of innocence with beauty fraught, 
It seemed some purer voice must speak before 
I dared to tread that garden loved of yore, 
That Eden lost unknown and found unsought. 
Then just within the gate I saw a child— 

A stranger-child, yet to my heart most dear, 
Who held his hands to me and softly smiled 
With eyes that knew no shade of sin or fear. 
“Come in,’ he said, ‘and play awhile with me; 

I am the little child you used to be.’ ”’ 


DELIA’S CLUB 


E. Pettincer 


Part Il 


fe. 1] WEEK later the four girls met again and with 
[is3 them two others, all quite enthusiastic and eager 
to begin voting, reading minutes and making 
motions. No one was just certain what minutes 
and motions and voting were, but they wanted 
to do it just the same! Delia and Beth both 
wanted to be president, and all the other girls 
wanted office at once except May, and she in- 


sisted that all clubs began ceremonies with a grand party 
where they all dressed up and “‘received’’—-she got the word 
from a grown-up club woman, so she ought to know! 

It began in a mild discussion which grew warmer and 
warmer, and louder and louder until mother, in the next 
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room, bethought herself that it was time to stop “‘discussion”’ 
and “‘postpone matters indefinitely,”’ but better judgment 
made her pause. She had not been encouraging when her 
daughter informed her of the club idea, and she had given 
up a shopping trip in order to be present, at least in spirit, 
during the formation period of the new enterprise. The 
contention in the next room waxed into anger, and louder 
grew the voices until it seemed as if more than her spiritual 
presence was needed and that physical force would be re- 
quired to restore peace! 

The constitution Delia had worked over with so much 
pains and had presented with so much pride,: was rejected 
word by word and clause by clause; it didn’t suit anyone 
but herself, and as Beth said, “If that constitution had been 
accepted Delia would be boss of the whole club, no matter 
who was president!’’ They talked about the constitution 
when May wanted to talk about the party, and Frances op- 
posed everything everyone said or did or suggested just be- 
cause it seemed to be her mission in life to differ with those 
with whom she associated. 

““Lo-to-do, Lot-to-do, Lot-to-do,”’ the coo-coo quietly 
informed Delia and she exclaimed, “I should say there is 
and a whole hour gone and nothing’s been done!”” but no- 
body paid the least attention to what she said, for they were 
all talking themselves and no one listening to anything! An 
hour later the coo-coo again told Delia there was a lot to do, 
and again Delia agreed, but she was powerless to control 
the situation. She found, as many an older person has 
found, a club is not so easily managed as it sounds in a 
magazine. Order is the first issue and until order is estab- 
lished nothing can be done. But how to get order! She 
could scream for order at the top of her voice, but the 
“eae would only raise their voices the higher to out-scream 

er! 

Delia and her mother had prepared refreshments and 
as the coo-coo’s little yellow head disappeared within his 
door mother entered with sandwiches, cake and chocolate. 
Order was ‘immediately established and every little girl had 
on her best manners and each wondered if their quarreling 
had reached older ears, and if so, whatever must Delia’s 
mother think of them! No knowledge of club affairs 
showed on the older face. She passed chocolate and in- 
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quired kindly about their families, and when all were served 
she withdrew. 

It was so nice and sociable, eating and talking and not 
quarreling! Oh, if this were only the way they could al- 
ways have club, without all that noise and confusion! “‘Oh, 
girls, can’t we have a club without all of us wanting our 
own way? -I do think we could have such nice times if we'd 
only once get started. I don’t care if you all vote for Beth 
for president, although I think I ought to be it, but I'll vote 
for Beth myself if you'll all stop fussing and have a club. 
Here’s the whole afternoon gone and we'll have to meet 
again next week and do what we ought to have done today. 
Francis and May can make up a constitution if you don’t 
like mine, and I'l] vote for it, no matter what’s in it—I only 
want a nice club!’’ Delia was so earnest in her pleading and 
self-sacrifice that the others really felt ashamed of themselves 
and declared (including Beth) that Delia should be presi- 
dent, if they ever got far enough along to have a president. 
But how to get started, that was the question! Frances 
offered the solution: 

“Of course it’s to be our club, but we don’t know 
enough about it to go ahead without help. Suppose we ask 
our mothers—they nearly all belong to clubs and things— 
and have them start us or tell us how. After we once know 
we won't have such a time as today,” and so it was agreed. 
Each girl was to ask her mother to come to the next meet- 
ing and “‘start them.”” Before the next week rolled around, 
however, the mothers had gotten together, over a cup of tea, 
and found a solution for the vexing problems confronting 
their small daughters, a solution that satisfied all parties in- 
terested. 

(To be continued. ) 


Give little flowers of Love, 
Give to all you see; 

Smiling thoughts of goodness, 
Laughing words of glee. 


Let your wee hands open, 
All within them give, 
That the Christ may find, dear, 


Room in them to live.—Rachel. 
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REGAINING HER KINGDOM 


Marion H. Irons 


Part Il 
HEN Mildred emerged from the darkness and 


chaos which had seemed to engulf her so long, 
and opened her eyes, she found herself in her 
} own bed at home with Mrs. Halkett and the 
two children beside her. Pal gave her usual 
squeal of delight when Mildred looked at her in 
a puzzled manner and asked, “Where's the 
automobile? Did I only dream that it hit me?” 

Tom patted her hands, and Mrs. Halkett said, “It’s 
all right now, dearie; don’t try to talk.” 

““No Mildred, all you have to do, is only to lie still and 
think and think of things for months and months to come,” 
Pal announced cheerfully, ’ere Mrs. Halkett or Tom could 
silence her with warning looks, and, Mrs. Halkett hastily 
sent her from the room, on an unnecessary errand invented 
for the moment. 

For the sake of the others, Mildred faced this new 
trial as courageously as possible, patiently waiting, hoping 
that each coming month would restore some of her old 
strength, that she might resume teaching, if but a small class 
in drawing—anything to be earning a little to help out the 
others, who were trying so hard to not let her know how 
badly they hated to see her feel helpless and worried con- 
cerning them and their future. 

It was vacation now, and Tom was earning three dol- 
lars every week in a store, which he proudly placed in a row 
on Mildred’s bed every Saturday night, while Pal, just as 
proudly, and far more exultingly placed her own hard-earned 
dollar (she took care of a neighbor’s spoiled children) be- 
side Tom’s, and thought its silver flash one of the most beau- 
tiful things in the world, and fondly imagined that her 
dollar shone and gleamed more than all Tom’s three did. 
One dollar looked very large indeed to Pal, and four of 
them every week surely ought to buy Mildred and Tom and 
herself all they would ever need. How glad she was that 
it was summer, and no school now. Why, they would be 
quite rich by the time school began again! 
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With this help from the children, and their large gar- 
den which Mrs. Halkett managed, and with the many dainty 
meals sent in by her old friends every day, Mildred had thus 
far not felt the weight of any real financial burden, but as 
the time for school to begin drew nearer, she and Mrs. 
Halkett (who was about to remarry) held many an anxious 
consultation as to means and ways to finance them through 
the cold weather when expenses were always higher than 
during the summer. 

“T’'ll never leave you, dense: Mr. Watson knows 
that, and is perfectly willing to come here as you suggested 
once to him, so do not let that worry you a bit,” Mrs. 
Halkett assured her again and again. ‘But that won’t bring 
in the dollars those blessed children have been earning every 
week, and the only way I see out of it is to take day 
boarders. With all the stuff we've put up from the garden, 
I am sure we could make that pay well in time, and you 
could be cashier, if you felt that you must do something to 
help,” she ended cheerfully, hoping to bring a smile to Mil- 
dred’s wan face. But as Mildred only shuddered at the 
thought of meeting the strangers who might invade her home, 
Mrs. Halkett patted her soothingly, told her to take a nap 
and they would talk the matter over again in a few days. 

That time never came, however, for without a word of 
warning or permission, Mr. Keith walked in one day and 
calmly announced that his house and most of his furniture 
had been lost in a fire that morning, and that he and his 
family would be there to stay in a few days, and that as 
Mildred could no longer look after the children properly it 
was his right to be there with them as their guardian should 
be. He coolly overruled all Mildred’s objections, and 
ordered Mrs. Halkett to leave when she vehemently expostu- 
lated regarding the matter. 

After he had gone, she knelt by Mildred’s bed, took 
her hands and tried to warm them by rubbing, and said, 
“*He means to do just as he says, dearie, and the only thing 
I know to do is to get a lawyer to look after your rights. 
Who shall I get>”’ 

one,” replied Mildred faintly ; “if we went to law 
about it I might lose the home and little income too in the 
end. Now, do what he will, he can’t take them from me.” 

(To be continued. ) 
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CLUB 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
- Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


OU should have seen the Unity Boosters in their 
little Easter play. There were Smile-Ups, 
flowers, fairies, and oh! just the most lovely 
things you can imagine. After the cantata, 
who do you suppose came on to the stage? A 
rabbit! He hopped in and brought a big basket 
of eggs with him and each little one was given 
a nice bright remembrance of Easter. 

‘I suppose that every one of you folks has been out in 
the woods to gather wild flowers. You bet I have gone just 
as often as I could. I have a little automobile called Henry. 
He carries me to the edge of the wood whenever I ask him 
to, and then I walk for hours through the underbrush and 
over the hills, seeking out the tiny violets and the dainty cow- 
slips. Last Sunday when I was hunting wild verbenas, I 
had gone along a beautiful wooded dell where a laughing, 
singing brook coaxed the wild flowers into bloom. And 
right there leaning over the edge of a clear pool in the brook 
was a big violet stretching its little stem to see itself in the 
water. It was so very vain that if a rain had come, it would 
have fallen in the water and been washed away. 

And we walked further and came to a hillside where 
nothing grew. It was strewn with bare rocks, and a tiny 
stream which trickled through it seemed to hurry as fast as 
it could to get away from the barren place into the peaceful 
valley. The bleak place even seemed to refuse the caresses 
of the warm spring sun. It looked so like some people that 
I stopped to think what possibilities of a green blanket of 
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moss and wild vines there was, and yet it refused to be pretty 
and wanted to be lonesome and barren. 

I think that it would be a nice thing if the Boosters 
would try to have picnics this spring, and go out and see the 
beautiful woods and listen to the birds and eat their dinners 
in the shade of the trees and smell the sweet grass. One 
feels so happy and free. Suppose you write the club a 
letter and tell what you see in the woods. Won't you do it 
so that we can have the letter for the June meeting? 

ROYAL. 
West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—We had our review on shell-animals yesterday. 
The Boosters always bring specimens for review lessons. Mrs. 
Towner loaned us some nice ones, and Virginia had two different 
kinds, and mother had quite a number of odd shells, so all together 
we had quite a show of them, and all the Boosters seemed to enjoy 
looking at them and talking about where they came from, and what 
the little animals must have looked like that lived in them. 

Mamie Towner’s birthday came right on one of our club days, 
and as she just loves pink, and thinks it the prettiest color in the world, 
mother made a birthday cake with pink frosting and nine little tapers; 
after we had eaten the sandwiches for lunch we made Mamie sit in the 
center of the circle, and she was awfully surprised when mother put 
the cake with the lighted tapers in her lap. We all marched around 
her and each one took a taper, made a wish for Mamie, and blew out 
the candle. Then we marched around again and each had one try 
to blow out the taper in the center of the cake, from where he stood, 
but we couldn't, so Mamie made a wish for herself and blew out the 
taper, and then we helped her eat the cake. Four-year-old Helen 
Dick was our visitor that day, and when she saw the pink cake she 
said, “Huh, my birthday wasn’t that color; my birthday was brown,” 
and we all had to laugh. We're glad Easter WEE WisDoM was so 
fat. Good-bye. I. H. S. Cius, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 


There always seems to be something doing in Ernest’s 
club. The book they are getting so much enjoyment from is 
‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks.”” You would all enjoy it, too; 
it makes you feel so well acquainted with all the beautiful 
and wonderful children of Mother Nature. We'd all like 
to have had a bite of Mamie’s pink birthday cake. Helen’s 


remark makes us all laugh. 
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Jefferson Barracks, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—The F. M. C. Club (For My Country) 
would like to have you know that they are doing all they can for their 
country. It is a school club, and we meet on Tuesdays and Wednes- 
days in the grove, next to our school. We give something each week, 
and when we have enough we are going to give it to some poor families 
that mother knows of. We called it “For My Country,” for we 
thought that every bit of kindness helps our country. Our president 
(who is my sister, Hilda) reads us the whole copy of WEE Wispom at 
our meetings. We have dark blue, light blue and silver for our 

colors. Yours sincerely, Katherine Kennedy, Sec. 


What a generous-hearted club this must be. Can you 
think of anything nicer than to give something to make some 
one happy? The F. M. C. Club is doing a good thing in 
helping its country, for just now all the world needs all the 
helpful, sustaining thoughts we can give it, and you may be 
sure that every thought of Truth counts a lot. 

East Cleveland, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am eight years old. My mother has 
been reading the Booster’s letters to me, and I have made up my mind 
I would like to be one of them. I will inclose fifteen cents in stamps 
for a pin, for I know it will help me to keep the rules of the club. 
Yours truly, J. Blair Anderson. 


Blair has the right idea, and we know he’ ll make a 
first-class Booster, and we give him a hearty welcome. 
East Cleveland, Ohio. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am Blair Anderson’s sister, and wish to 
join the Booster Club. I am ten years old, and my birthday is May 
2d. My little dog is peeking over my shoulder now, to see if I’m 
doing this right. We have a fox terrier who looks behind the bread- 
box for mice. The other day when my mother had just cleaned out 
the breadbox, and was putting it back, our little mouse that lives in a 
hole behind it, peeked out at her. I heard her say, “Oh, my land!” 
and laugh. My brother and I put cheese down the hole; it likes cheese. 
I am the one that will be a Booster after awhile. Muriel Anderson. 


Muriel’s little dog must have been satisfied with her 
letter. We are. We are glad to have loving hearts among 


us that consider even the need and safety of a little mouse. 


You are very welcome, Muriel and Blair. 


East Cleveland, Ohio. 
Dear WEE Wissin-2 am a friend of Muriel’s and we have 
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decided we would like to join the Booster Club. I am going to send 
for one of your pins later. I hope that by and by we can get some 
other little boys and girls to join with us, and then we can have a 
club of our own, and I know it will help us to be nice to each other. 
Yours for Truth, Florence Rossington. 


Three of you will make a very good beginning for a 
home club, and you will have such good times, you will 
gradually draw to you other little boys and girls who want 
to keep their eyes and ears and mouth for the Good. We 
give Florence a hearty welcome. 

New York City, N. Y. 
Dear Secretary—Your dear mother suggested my_ joining the 
Boosters. I think the Booster Club is a bully idea, and I'm going to 
do good work for the club wherever I go. I think the kids around my 
neighborhood will be glad to wear a pin and live up to the Booster 
rules. I am already a Booster. The good work that has been done 
for me will make me a Booster all my life. I am full of health, joy 
and happiness, and I want everybody to feel the same. I am a real 
happy and healthy guy. It makes a fellow happy to make others 
happy. I know this because I have tried it. Everybody was very 
kind to me, and it made me feel good. I shall make everybody I meet 
feel good. I am eleven years old and want to join this organized 
Booster Club. I am inclosing fifteen cents for a Booster pin. 

Sincerely, James Farrelly, Jr. 


You will all be glad to know that James has come up 
from a sick bed to enjoy the wonderful health and liberty 
the Truth has restored to him. No wonder he is enthusi- 
astic; any one would be after the doctors had told him he 
could never be well again. We are so glad for James, that 
he is proving that God has health and joy and strength for 
everybody. Three cheers for James! 

East Providence, R. I. 

Dear Wee WispomM—lI am eleven years young, and I enjoy WEE 
Wispom very much. I have written once or twice before, but | mean 
to write a nice long letter this time. I go to the Universalist Sunday 
School here and sing in the Junior Choir. I am going to speak a piece 
Easter Sunday, but have not decided on what special one. All the 
children are going to receive Easter eggs for banks to save for their 
Easter offering next Sugday. I am trying hard to be a true Booster. 
I wear my pin to school every day, and all the girls | know want 
to look at it, and they ask what it means, and most of them know what 
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it means, now. I read all the letters from the other Boosters, and 
thought I would like to write more often than I have. I am in grade 
5-A and if I pass I will go to the A. P. Hoyt Grammar School. I 
love to read more than anything else, and next to that I like sewing. 
My brother has a Ford automobile, and when it is good going we go 
out to ride after he comes home from work, and [| tell him I would 
like to ride all night, in the back seat, all comfortable and cozy. It 
makes you feel like going to sleep. Esther Lois Rich. 


We are glad of Esther’s “nice, long letter’ and that 
she has such a fine opportunity to explain about the three 
wise monkeys, and what her pin means, to boys and girls. 
We are quite in sympathy with Esther’s love of automobile 
rides, and especially in this nice Spring-y weather, when all 
Nature is coming forth in her green and flowers. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 

Dear Boosters—We are having great times at our club, and | 
thought 1 would write and tell you what we are doing. We have 
meetings right along now, and have new members nearly every meet- 
ing. We had an April Fool party at our house, and had a very good 
time. When they came to the door, mamma asked if they thought 
the Booster party was today. They looked so surprised, and they 
saw “April Fool” written on a black-board in the hall. When it was 
time for the lunch, mamma played for us to march out. We had quite 
a time finding places at the table, as the names were all spelled back- 
wards on the place-cards. The table was pretty, with red and yellow 
streamers hanging from the electroliers, red and yellow candles, a flag 
and a yellow place-card at each place, and a big trimmed basket in 
the center, on which sat a big clown. There were strings from this, 
so everyone could pull a favor. Every other thing on the menu was a 
joke, and we laughed till we nearly split. First we had mock-turtle 
soup—a joke—a little artificial turtle in a big tureen of water. That 
was passed around, and mind you! nobody tasted our soup. The 
crackers were tiny firecrackers, and nobody ate them. Well, then, of 
course, we had to pass around real crackers because we were getting 
pretty hungry. We had lots of other jokes, but we had some genuine 
good things to eat, too. We had some piano music, and then we went 
outdoors and played “Chicken Base” and after we had lots of fun 
at that, the mothers began ‘phoning for them to come home. We wish 
all the Boosters from everywhere could have been here for the party. 
With lots of love for the Boosters and everybody else, 

Happy THoucut Boosters, Cornelia Paulus, Asst. Sec. 


WEE WISDOM 


P. S.—We have 41 members, but not all here in town. 

My! I’m sure if we could all get there, Cornelia 
would have forty thousand, instead of just forty in her 
Booster club. We think that all the mammas would find it a 
splendid plan to help the Boosters with their boosting. It 
wouldn’t be long before there would be good-will and sun- 
shine everywhere. 

Pisgah, lowa. 
Dear Boosters—I am eleven years old and like Wee Wispom 
very much. I would like to join the Booster Club. I am inclosing 
fifteen cents for a Booster pin. Please tell me if it is necessary to 
organize a club where I live in order to join the Booster Club. I 
enjoy reading the Booster letters, and the stories in WEE WisDoM are 
always interesting. Yours sincerely, Pauline Fairchild. 


The Boosters welcome Pauline. You are counted a 
Booster all right, when you send your name in to the Central 
Club, but you’re helping get others interested in this Sun- 
shine movement, when you gather them around you in a 
home club. 

Palo Alto, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI should like to become a true member of 
your club. I have just read a story in WEE Wisdom magazine about 
a very bad boy, and I knew from the start that he was not a member 
of the Booster Club. As soon as I finish writing this | am going to 
hunt up some members. I think the name of our club will be “Sun- 
shine Boosters.” Isn't that nice? I will inclose the money for some 
pins next time I write. With love to all, 1 am yours sincerely, 


Pearl Allom. 


What a lot of new Boosters are pouring in! We have 
a glad welcome for them all. Why! the old world will 
soon be all a-shine with the loving service of your happy 
thoughts and deeds. We think Pearl has chosen a splendid 


name for her club. We are sure she has it in her to succeed. 


Jerome Junction, Ariz. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lInclosed find fifty cents for your fare out 
West for another year. Mother reads all your stories to me, and I 
like them all, but some are a little “too big” for me. I am three 
years old and I know how to make all the letters of the alphabet, 
and have known how to read them since I was sixteen months old. 
Mother teaches me the names of all the bugs, birds, plants and flowers, 
and as we live away out in the country there are lots of them, I tell 
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you. Baby brother Keith (he is sixteen months old) and I want to 
be Boosters, although there isn’t much to boost out here but ourselves 
and family, and the cows, chickens, dogs, cats, etc., on the ranch, but 
I guess that will be enough for such little fellows are we are. Will 
you please print or send me a prayer suitable for little folks “bedtime” 
prayer. Lovingly, Billy Storm (per Mamma). 


Bless the dear Billy-boy and his baby brother! Of 
course they can be Boosters! The earlier you begin to 
train the eyes and ears and mouth, in the ways of the wise 
monkeys, the better Boosters you will make. Billy is find- 
ing out a lot of things already we'd like to know. There 
are such wonderful things in God’s beautiful world to find 
out about. 

The best prayer we know for Wees is the one Mrs. 
Kohaus gave us long ago, ““God is my help in every need,” 
etc. We have it on little cards. We'll send Billy one, and 
anybody else who will send a stamp for one. 


_ BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS | 
Lesson 7, May 14 
“LO, WE TURN TO THE GENTILES.”—Acts 13:13-32. 


GotpEN Text—I have set thee for a light of the Gentiles, that 
thou shouldest be for salvation unto the uttermost part of the earth.— 


Acts 13:47. 


This story of the preaching of Paul and Barnabas is part of the 
history of the early church, but it is more than that; it is the 
history of your inner life and mine. When we first begin to learn the 
Truth we must change our thoughts about religion. If we have been 
taught that there is a heaven away off in the sky, with golden streets, 
we must learn that heaven is within our consciousness. If we have 
dreaded an outer devil, we must come to the somewhat startling con- 
clusion that the only devil there is, is wrong thought, and all the power 
he has is just what we have given him. If we have prayed off into 
space, as unworthy worms of the dust, we must learn to pray, talking 
to the Christ within, as sons of God. In short, we must bring all our 
religious thoughts together and teach them the truth. That is what is 
meant by Paul and Barnabas preaching to the Jews. 

The Jews can be taken to represent our religious thoughts. Some 
people try to stop here, but it is impossible. All our thoughts—those 
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of the world as well as those which are religious—must be changed. 
The Gentiles as well as the Jews must be taught the Truth. All our 
thoughts must be made to obey the Divine Law. There can be no 
separation, for true religion is true living. Not only must we learn 
to pray aright on Sunday, but to think aright on Monday, to do aright 
on Tuesday, to live aright on Wednesday, to give aright on Thursday, 
to laugh aright on Friday, and to love aright on Saturday. 

Our old religious thoughts may rebel at the new order of things, 
but when the Truth has been preached to Jews and Gentiles, and they 
have heard, our lives will begin to grow and blossom as they should. 


Lesson 8, May 21 
THE CRIPPLE OF LYSTRA—Acts 14:8-20. 


GotpEN Text—He giveth power to the faint, and to him tha 
hath no might he increaseth strength—lIsa. 40:29. 


When the cripple of Lystra was cured, the people cried, “The 
gods are come down to us in the likeness of men.” You see they 
thought there were many gods who lived a long way off in the sky. 
They did not realize that it was not Paul nor Barnabas, but the Christ 
Spirit within them, that did the healing. This man of Lystra was 
crippled in his feet. That is, he had no understanding of the Truth. 
He did not know that as a Son of God, he was entitled to a perfect 
body. He did not know the laws of Spirit, but as Paul talked, he 
listened, and faith began to grow in his heart until at Paul’s command, 
the power to understand came forth in him, and he arose and walked. 
Until we understand the laws of Spirit, and realize the Presence of 
the Christ within us, we are like the cripple of Lystra. We do not 
have full use of the power within us. His feet were given him to use, 
but until he understood the Spirit within him, he was without the power 
to use them. Life and health and joy should flow through every atom 
of our bodies constantly, but unless we connect, through our understand- 
ing with the Source of all these things, we do not get the benefit of 
them. 

The Golden Text says, “He giveth power to the faint.” Who 
giveth power? Why, the Christ within. So to gain strength, or 
power, or any good thing, we must close our eyes and listen to the 
Voice within. 


Lesson 9, May 28 
THE COUNCIL AT JERUSALEM—Acts 15:22-33. 
GoLpEN Text—For freedom did Christ set us free—Gal. 5:1. 


There were people in Bible times, and unfortunately there are 
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people now, who believe that so long as their lives are lived in ac- 
cordance with certain outer laws, they are on the road to heaven. In 
reality they are not even headed in the right direction. They are look- 
ing without, instead of within. The road to heaven is built of thoughts, 
not rules. Although we obey all the church rules in regard to con- 
duct, if our hearts are filled with untrue thoughts we will be no nearer 
heaven in twenty years than we are today, but farther away. It is 
not the outer letter, but the inner Spirit of the law that must be 
obeyed. The kingdom of heaven is within, and the traveler on the 
right road keeps his thoughts pure and true and loving. He is cour- 
ageous and full of faith. He closes his eyes often on the outer world, 
that he may more clearly realize the Spirit in him. He knows that if 
he obeys the Spirit, his life will run smoothly and pleasantly, and the 
letter of the Law will take care of itself. He keeps his mind full of 
wisdom and his heart full of love, and with such stones, paves his way 
to the City of Peace or the Heaven within. 


Lesson 10, JUNE 4 
THE CALL OF THE WEST—Acts 16:6-15. 


GotpeEN Text—Come over into Macedonia and help us.—Acts 
16:9. 


Paul was forbidden to preach in Asia, but was called into 
Macedonia. It may seem strange that he was not allowed to tell the 
people in Asia the truth, but the people were not ready for the 
preaching. That Macedonia was ready was proved by the call, “Come 
over into Macedonia and help us.” All that the Father hath is ours, 
but we must desire it or we cannot take it. That is the Law. God 
does not withhold good things, but we must obey the Law to receive 
them. If Paul had preached to the people of Asia at that time it 
would have been like sowing seeds in rocky soil. It would not have 
taken root. When we are perfectly satisfied to live all the time in the 
outer world, the door of our minds are shut against the real things. 
When we believe in lack, we are keeping plenty away, but when we 
realize that we should have life and health and prosperity, then the 
doors begin to open. When we declare that we are God's children 
and all good is ours now, the doors swing wide open, and Good flows 
into every part of us. 

“Ask, and ye shall receive,” is the promise, but we must ask and 
desire before we can receive. So you see how necessary it is for us to 


know the law that we may be filled with Life, Love and Gladness. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


MAY-TIME 


‘If I were painting a picture of 
May-time, I think it would be a little 
pink and white girl with a pink-sprigged 
dimity dress, and big blue eyes, and 
laughs just bubbling out of her. I might 
make it a boy—but unless you catch him 
early in the morning or very late at night, 
he is apt to be not quite pink and white 
and clean enough for May. Now for 
June, a boy with tousled hair and torn 
shirt and berry stains around his lips, or a tanned boy for 
September. Oh, I love boys, dirty or clean, and don’t you 
ever dare to think I don’t. They are one of the seven won- 
ders—I mean the eighth wonder, and a continual agitation. 
They make life worth living, but just for May-time, I think 
I'd choose a girl. 

May has always seemed laughing time to me. Whit- 
comb Riley says in his “Hoosier Spring Poetry :”” 


“The ice is out the crick again, 
The freeze is out the ground, 

And you'll see faces thawin’ too, 
If you'll just look around.” 


I believe that. Do you know there is a sort of Spring 
smile folks put on about the time they put on their Easter 
hats? It isn’t a bit like other smiles. It is the loveliest, 
gentlest smile in the world. There are some people (not 
nearly so many as there should be, however) who manage to 
keep the Spring smile and wear it always? How do you 
suppose they do it? Of course it is easy to smile when the 
grass is green and the birds sing. Surely there is no one who 
finds it hard to smile when lilacs are in blooom, but just 
suppose we could carry that smile right through to Decem- 
ber, wouldn’t it do a world of good? There is a way to do 
it. What do you suppose it is? We could take pictures of 
May things, but they wouldn’t have the color or fragrance. 
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We could plant flowers indoors; that ought to make us 
smile, but the Spirit of Spring would be lacking, and maybe 
the smile wouldn’t be just the same, sort of forced, perhaps, 
like the flowers. 

I have an idea that you do have to plant something and 
tend it carefully. I wonder if some of you can tell me just 
what to plant, and how to care for it? 

My! what a rambling talk this is, but then May is a 
splendid month in which to begin to ramble. 


THE TENDRIL’S FAITH 
Under the snow, in the dark and cold, 


A pale, little tendril was humming; 
Sweetly it sang ‘neath the frozen mould, 
Of the beautiful days that were coming. 


“*How foolish your songs,” said the lump of clay: 
“What is there, I ask, to prove them? 

Just look at these walls between you and the day, 
‘How can you have power to remove them?” 


But under the ice and under the snow 
The pale little sprout kept singing— 
“T cannot tell how, but I know, I know, 
I know what the days are bringing— 


Birds and blossoms and buzzing bees, 
Blue, blue skies above me, 

Bloom on the meadow and buds on the trees, 
And the great, glad sun to love me.” 


Then a pebble spoke up, “You are quite absurd,” 
It said, ‘‘with your song’s insistence; 
For I never saw a tree or a bird, 
of course there are none in existence.” 


““But I know, I know,” the tendril cried, 
In beautiful, sweet unreason. 

Till lo, from its prison glorified, 
It burst in the glad Spring season. 


—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 


W W A 
evoted to 
ee isdom Practical Christianity 


Myrt Fittmore, Editor. BLancHe Sace HaseE tine, Asso. Editor 


50 cents a year, 5 cents a copy. Foreign subscription, 3 shilling a year 
Published on the first of each month by 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Unity Bupc., 917 Tracy Ave. Kansas City, Mo. 


Entered as second class matter, August 8, 1898, at the postoffice at 
Kansas City, Missouri, under the act of March 3, 1879. 


MAY, 1916 


THINGS TO HAVE 


Uncie Booker 


Three things you should possess, 
If you would make 

Your life a great success 
And keep awake. 


You first should have a mind 
That’s ever keen, 

And free from every kind 
Of thought unclean. 


The second is a heart 
That’s tender, pure. 
Then you will have a start 

In life that’s sure. 


The third thing is a brain 
That’s clear and strong; 

"Twill help you to refrain 
From doing wrong. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and T: 


ruth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, City, Mo. 
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MORNING 
My mind’s the door 
I open wide, 


For all good thoughts 
To come inside. 
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